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- CHAPTER ONE 


N the past, the footpath was a kind of tunnel that cut 

through the dense puyengan bushes. Herds of water 

buffalo passing through the tunnel would be completely 
invisible. One could only hear the flat and steady clang 
of the bells around their necks. The kucica birds would 
fly off in fright upon hearing them. The small birds did 
not understand why those water buffaloes would disturb 
the calmness of the puyengan bushes where they made 
their nests. Even though those water buffaloes had reached 
the depth of the Cibalak Hill forest, the clang of their 
bells could still be heard. Their owners didn't bother to 
herd their cattles. They just paid attention to the clanging 
bells. They simply let the animals loose to look for fresh 
grass and sugarcane roots, or wallow in the mud by the 


woods. As often happened, the water buffaloes did not 
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return to their pens, they either slept in the woods or 
were busy mating with other water buffaloes. 

Once, Mbok' Sum's water buffalo did not come home. 
In the fourth day, the water buffalo suddenly reappeared, 
with its calf in tow. She had given birth in the woods. 
At the time, there were still many Javanese tigers roaming 
around the hardwood forest of Cibalak. But those predators 
prefered to prey on the long-tailed monkeys or wild boars 
that were still plentiful. 

Now, the tunnel under the puyengan bushes was long 
gone, replaced by a single footpath. There were no more 
clanging bells, because the water buffaloes were whisked 
away to the city, to be slaughtered and fried or turned 
into dog food. At the foot of the Cibalak Hill, the water 
buffalo's power was replaced by hand-tractors. The kucica 
birds which had inhabited the puyengan bushes for years 
were forced to fly away to the dry bushes that separate 
the Cibalak Hill from the Tanggir Village at its foot. 
People who used to make a living by plowing the fields, 
now changed jobs too. Take Pak? Danu, for instance, he 
used to be the expert in opening a field, but now he 
worked for Akiat, weighing the cassava waste. His wage 
was meal for the day and a bit of money. Two of his 


daughters went off with a man who acted as a go-between 


1 Mbok: or mother, a form used to address a married woman, commonly 
used in villages in Java. 

2 Pak, short of Bapak, a form used to address an older man, similar to Mr. 
in English. 
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for a maid agency. They work as maids in Jakarta, four 
hundred kilometers away from the Tanggir Village. 

The water buffalo's tracks which had trodden the path 
were long gone now, erased by the constant run of bicycles 
or motorcycles. What was once a narrow path had become 
a rather wide street. People used it back and forth. Early 
in the morning they would travel to the market to sell 
the teak roots which they had dug from the slopes of the 
Cibalak Hill, or the teak leaves that they unabashedly 
steal. There were only a few teak trees left in Cibalak, 
near the house of a forest ranger. Coming home from the 
market, the villagers would bring back all kinds of things 
needed for their everyday lives. Plastic wares such as 
buckets, clothesline, jars, or umbrellas. The old tobacco 
container which they used to weave from dried grass had 
long been obsolete. Plastic container had captured their 
hearts. They had great patience in acguiring those factory 
wastes if they wanted to turn their pawuan into compost. 

One sultry afternoon, Pak Danu came home from his 
employer's house. On the way home, he deliberately 
stopped by at his friends” houses. He wanted to show off 
a small cylindrical can which he stole from Akiat's house, 
boasting, "Yes, this one here is the armpit spray which 
we hear a lot from the commercials in the radio and 
television. This is the very thing. I bet you've never seen 
it for real. But now I have it! In this village, 1 must be 
the first person that owns this luxurious thing.” 


People stared in awe at Pak Danu. Akiat's laborer stuck 
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out his chest, his pride had escalated high above the sky. 
In front of the people surrounding him, Pak Danu added, 
”If only my two daughters didn't go off to work as maids, 
this thing would have helped them. I would have sprayed 
it all over their bodies. Under their armpits, along the 
back, and on the behind. It would have gotten rid of the 
rotten smell of snails and many suitors would have come 
to ask for their hands in marriage. Such pity.” And... 
spritz! Pak Danu pressed the small button on top of the 
can. A strange smell flew out. The smell was guite 
different from the smell of the kemuning flower, betel vine, 
or the water buffaloes' mud pool. The people around him 
became more impressed, but no one could read a single 
letter printed on the can. 

It was the morning of the planting season. The fields 
were already cleared and the pouring rain showered the 
dry lumps of earth. The fragrant smell of wet soil rose 
from the earth. In the long-gone days, the srigunting birds, 
with their sleek black coat and long tail, would fly between 
the cotton trees and would perch to rest only after they 
got white ants or grasshoppers in their beaks. It was a 
perfect season for the srigunting birds to show off their 
melodious chirp. In the past they would fly so close to 
the busy farmers. But the sriguntings had long been extinct 
from the Cibalak Hill. The mothers were caught, killed 
and displayed inside glass boxes. The baby birds were 
trapped and caged in people's yards. They hated to see 
birds flying around enjoying their freedom. In Tanggir 
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Village, the sound of chirping birds had been replaced by 
the roaring vehicles, the blaring radio and cassette players, 
and the droning rice mills. 

Two teenage girls named Sanis and Jirah were walking 
to the Village Hall. Sanis was the daughter of the village's 
muezzin, a religious functionary. Sanis' father did not 
own any land in the village, except a small patch of land 
which he got as payment for his religious service. His 
job was to perform in every religious ceremonies, as well 
as manning the surau or the small mosgue in the village. 
Strangely, her father's occupation had a good effect on 
Sanis' physical features. Since her father did not have any 
land to cultivate, Sanis never had to climb up and down 
the slopes of Cibalak. As a result, her feet had grown 
long and straight, not bent like most of the Tanggir 
women. Her complexion was clear since she often washed 
her face at the clear stream beside the mosgue. And the 
daughter of Pak Modin (meaning Mr. Muezzin) had an 
adorable way about her, when a person called her, she 
would roll her eyes first before turning her head. 

Along the way to the Village Hall, Jirah did most of 
the talking. At first, she told her friend about her 
experience using the latest shampoo. Then she went on 
to tell her about the olive oil soap. It didn't matter that 
she didn't know what olive oil really was, for her it was 
already enough that she could repeat the words on the 
TV and radio commercials. She turned to Sanis with a 


serious expression, ” Last night, on Mbok Sum's television, 
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I saw this new amazing drug, the slimming pills. Maybe 
we should give sum to Katam, to cure his beriberi.” 

At the Village Hall courtyard, many of the Tanggir 
villagers had gathered to elect a new village chief, because 
the former had resigned. Actually, the man was forced to 
sign the resignation letter that was drafted by the Regency 
Secretary. He was held responsible for selling the village 
bull. The reason was sound and coincidentally true. But 
the real reason was his guarrel with one of the close re- 
latives of the Regent. 

There were two kinds of people in the Tanggir village. 
The first kind, the majority, came from the race of 
commoners. In the bygone era, their ancestors were the 
laborers who were forced by the King of Mataram to 
cultivate the swamp lands arround the foothill of Cibalak. 
Like their ancestors, the Tanggir people retained the spirit 
of commoners. Their life philosophy was nrimo-pandum, 
accepting everything with a glad heart. Their children 
mostly worked as maids in the cities or construction 
workers. Those who stayed in Tanggir mostly worked as 
paid farmers, or as small merchants. Of course there were 
exceptions. Mbok Sum, for instance, owned a vast piece 
of paddy field and other fields as well. The money which 
flowed into the village mostly came from her hands. The 
widow was a go-between for the city merchants who 
dominated the trade of coconut brown sugar, the main 
produce of the Tanggir Village. 


Mbok Sum held such an important role in the small 
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village that her expression was regarded as a sign whether 
something was going to be good or bad. If early in the 
morning she showed a glowing expression, it meant that 
things would go smoothly. Mbok Sum would deal with 
the sugar sellers pleasantly and full of social niceties. 
”Today I will buy your sugar for seven hundred rupiahs 
a kilo. A fifty rupiahs increase, right? For those who have 
borrowed money from me, I will buy your sugar for six 
hundred.” 

The sugar farmers never objected and only nodded 
their heads in agreement. They were commoners, they 
always applied the nrimo pandum philosophy. They also 
didn't object when a few days later Mbok Sum showed 
a different expression. "Why, today I have bad news. Last 
night a merchant came and said that his eleventh truck 
had an accident at the Sengkala Ascent. Six tonnes of 
sugar were thrown into the river. So 1 can only buy your 
sugar if you agree to sell it for five hundred rupiahs.” 

Mbok Sum made her story all the more convincing 
by making a solemn oath that it was true. Actually, she 
didn't have to bother because none of those sugar farmers 
would even dare to ask for the proof that the story was 
true. 

The second kind of people, the minority, were the 
descendants of the nobilities who moved out of the Mata- 
ram Palace. They were the rebels or the lost party in the 
internal palace dispute. In the Tanggir Village, this group 


of people acted as ”little” aristocrats: the officers at Sub- 
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district Office, market officials, or school teachers. They 
stood out from the others because they looked down at 
labor works. They held on strongly to their lineage. They 
formed exclusive groups based on their clans. The Dipa- 
yudan clan, for example, consisted of a group of people 
who believed that they were the descendants of Ki 
Demang Dipayuda. Another clan, the Pancawangen, 
claimed that they were the descendants of Raden Mas 
Pancawangi, one of the warriors who had fought alongside 
Prince Diponegoro, and eventually escaped and settled 
down in Tanggir. That was their claim. It was all there 
was to it. 

And so in this fine morning, the descendants of the 
commoners and the self-proclaimed descendants of the 
nobilities, were all gathered in the Village Hall courtyard. 
Many would freely cast their votes to the candidate they 
like. But some others would sell their votes secretly. The 
vote "trade” often created a tense atmosphere, just like in 
a cold war. A voter recklessly said, "Only today our voices 
have a price. Tomorrow, the elected candidate will not 
be so nice anymore. Last night, all the candidates feed us 
in fancy feasts. But don't get your hopes up, for if you 
come to their houses tomorrow, they will not treat you 
so nicely anymore. They will only think we want 
something from them. Trust me.” 

The sun had risen high above the roof of the Village 
Hall. More people came, but the atmosphere was subdued. 
Beats of sweats glided down their foreheads and backs, 
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but no one complained. In small groups, they busily 
discussed who would likely win the election. Everyone 
wanted their favorite candidate to win. Generally they all 
wanted the new village chief to be a good man. One who 
would not sell the village bull and who would not impose 
the fee on irrigation. The new chief was also expected to 
turn a blind eye towards the people who stole the angsana 
log that were taken from the trees in government lands. 
Parents of the young girls in the village also hoped that 
the new chief would get a new wife so that one of their 
daughters could be called Mrs. Village Chief. Someone 
who was wearing a cone-shaped woven bamboo hat 
whispered to his friend that he wished his relative would 
get elected so that he could nunut kamukten—moved up 
the social ladder. 

Almost everybody whispered their wishes, while some 
kept them in their hearts. But a female pimp with a heavy 
make-up, said in a loud voice, ”It makes no difference to 
me whoever the new village chief is. A chief is a man 
with a golden beak. Whether she is a widow, a virgin or 
even a housewife, no woman can turn down a man with 
a golden beak. I am most experienced in that. Oh...” 

The pimp abruptly stopped speaking when she realized 
that no one paid any attention to her speech. She forgot 
that in broad daylight, no men wanted "to be associated 
with a pimp.” 

And suddenly everyone's attention turned to a johar 


tree at the corner of the Village Hall courtyard. An old 
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man was sitting under the tree, chanting mantras. Of 
course he was paid by one of the candidates who wanted 
to win. He was assigned to receive a ”revelation” that 
that very candidate should rule. He was waving a piece 
of rattan over his head. He kept doing that until someone 
reported him to security. Then the old man was escorted 
off the premises. 

Each candidate employed some botoh or campaign 
workers. They were asked to attract as many voters as 
possible, regardless of the ways. Those botoh almost always 
caused a scene at every election. Actually, the botoh could 
not be trusted at all. Their only goal was money. They 
could easily betray the candidate who had paid them if 
they saw a better opportunity to make more money from 
other candidates. They were exactly like the gamblers. 

Anyone who wished to be the village chief of Tanggir 
must not hesitate to spend twenty, thirty, even forty 
million rupiahs. The five candidates in that day's election 
had spent a lot of money, to pay for registration and 
examination, for the botoh and the soothsayers, and mostly 
for entertaining purposes. Each candidate tried to entertain 
the whole Tanggir Village with unlimited food and 
beverages. If he won, he would then try to gain back all 
the money he had spent. If he didn't, it would mean 
disaster. It had long been known that the first focus of 
the newly elected village chief would be his own economy. 


If he couldn't restore his own economy, he would be in 
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a deep problem. It was at this point that the new village 
chief would usually begin to cheat. 

Even though there were five candidates, most people 
agreed that only two of them were likely to win. One of 
them was Pak Badi. He was confident that he would win 
because he had a good reputation in the village. People 
of Tanggir had never heard him got involved in any scam, 
let alone gambling or prostitution. He was also very 
generous. And all the people of Tanggir knew that Pak 
Badi had an SMEP diploma. If the five candidates were 
to show their report cards, surely Pak Badi's highest grade 
would be in Character Building. 

Pak Badi's strongest competitor was the candidate who 
used the sword symbol. He was dressed in full Javanese 
traditional costume, a black wurang gerang jacket with a 
sida mukti patterned batik cloth. He also had a thick 
moustache which reminded people of Aria Panangsang, 
the grand duke of Pajang in the ketoprak or Javanese 
traditional play. He was famously known as Pak Dirga. 
Pak Dirga was more popular than the other four candidates. 
He was a smooth talker, a good football player, a good 
gambler, and one who liked to change wives. 

Apart from Pak Badi and Pak Dirga, the other candi- 
dates did not really have the chance to win. Probably they 
only nominated themselves on a whim. Or maybe the 
rumours were true, they were only puppets, thrown into 
the competition to steal away the votes from Pak Badi. 


That afternoon the people of Tanggir elected their new 
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village chief. However, Pak Badi's good character, wisdom 
and honesty did not bring him good fortune. He lost and 
Pak Dirga won. 
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CHAPTER TWO 


AMBUDI felt so down and disappointed that the 

candidate he voted did not win. He wanted Pak 

Badi to win the election because he admired the 
man's character. The 24-year-old Pambudi worked as a 
staff at the Tanggir Village cooperative rice barns. He had 
been working there for two years, and finally decided that 
he could not work there forever. Actually Pambudi had 
wanted to use this cooperative rice barns as a place to 
prove his competence. He had wanted to make this social 
institution as a real cooperative which benefited the people 
of the Tanggir Village. But the former village chief did 
not think so. The chief often broke the rules that he 
himself had set and proclaimed in his electoral speech. 
Sometimes, the village chief would give orders to sell the 


village rice even though it was breaking the rules. So 
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when there was an election, Pambudi voted for Pak Badi. 
He was confident that an honest man like Pak Badi would 
do the job well and would want what was best for his 
village. The man would never sell the people's rice grains 
for his own profit. But knowing that Pak Badi had lost 
the election was a blow to Pambudi. What he feared for 
came true. Pak Dirga was as bad as the former village 
chief. A month after he was elected, Pak Dirga started 
cheating. 

Sometimes Pambudi asked himself why in the world 
he did not act like his colleague, Poyo, in managing the 
cooperative rice barn. Poyo lived comfortably with his 
wife and kids. They lived in a brick house and a while 
ago Poyo bought a motorcycle. Pambudi knew very well 
how his colleague could afford to do all that. He conspired 
with the village chief to cheat on the rice price. They 
conspired with the rice wholesalers in determining the 
price of rice that were sold by the cooperative. By doing 
this, they could get a lot of profit, especially since the 
wholesalers also gave them a commission. Pambudi knew 
how easy it was to do that because no one would check 
or supervise the cooperative. Moreover, the majority of 
the Tanggir people were simple commoners. They accepted 
whatever condition that came their way. 

Pambudi grew more anxious. It seemed that he would 
not be able to do anything for the Tanggir Village's co- 
operative rice barns, since Pak Dirga, the new village 


chief, did exactly as he had predicted. The man was 
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corrupt! Strange, thought Pambudi. I only wanted to do 
the right thing. Developing the cooperative unit for every- 
one's benefit. Of course I would gain something if my 
plan worked. Maybe my salary would increase. But who 
would curse me if I got paid for the work I had done 
for the cooperative? I didn't do this for my own benefit. 
I did this for the people of Tanggir. Why was it so 
difficult to make the cooperative work? 

Feeling that he wasn't going anywhere in his current 
position, Pambudi started thinking to look for another job. 
He made a decision to leave his job two months later. It 
all started when a woman came to see him. She wanted 
to borrow rice, although at first she didm't really specify 
her purpose. 

”What will you do with your rice, Mbok?” 

”I want to sell the rice and use the money to see a 
doctor. There's a huge lump on my neck. It hurts really 
bad.” Mbok Ralem, the woman, showed Pambudi her 
swollen neck. 

”How many acres of paddy fields do you cultivate, 
Mbok?” 

”By god, I don't own any single piece of land, Son. 
Usually I work as a laborer in my neighbor's fields. But 
not this season. 1 don't do any work.” 

"Then you can't borrow more than twenty-five kilos 
of rice. Is that amount sufficient for you?” 

”Of course it's not enough. According to the male 


nurse at the clinic, 1 have to go see a doctor in Yogya.” 
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”Then I can't decide it myself. Let me take you to see 
the Village Chief.” 

Pak Dirga had not showed up for the day. While 
waiting for him to arrive, Pambudi and Mbok Ralem sat 
down at a long bench. The woman told him how she had 
gone to three different medicine men and a male nurse. 

”I want to get better soon. The swelling in my neck 
has left me feeling choked by the minute.” 

”J understand. 1 think you need more money, because 
two or three thousand rupiahs will not cover the travel 
expenses to Yogya.” 

”Itis true, Son. I wish I still have something to sell, 
so I didn't have to borrow rice grains from the unit. Pm 
afraid I can't pay it back.” 

After Pak Dirga arrived, Pambudi took the woman to 
see the village chief in his office. Softly and with a 
trembling voice, Mbok Ralem explained her situation to 
Pak Dirga. She did not dare to look at him straight in 
the eye. Pak Dirga did not immediately answer. He only 
took one look at Mbok Ralem's neck. Then with a straight 
face he said, "Mbok Ralem, actually someone like you 
cannot get anymore credits. I know that a lot of debtors 
cannot even pay back what they borrowed, let alone with 
interest. Now answer me truthfully, did you ever borrow 
rice grains from this cooperative before?” 

Mbok Ralem went pale. It was true that two years 
ago, she had borrowed ten kilograms of rice grains from 


the barn. In the two years that followed, the pest had 
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destroyed her crops. Mbok Ralem did not even have 
enough money to feed herself and her two children, let 
alone pay off her debts. She was startled when Pak Dirga 
repeated his guestion. With a low murmur, Mbok Ralem 
confessed that she had indeed borrow from the barn and 
had not paid it back. 

”Pambudi,” Pak Dirga said. "Now count this woman's 
debt, plus interest.” 

"Twenty seven and a half kilos,”” Pambudi said, half 
choked up. 

”Now, there. Your debt two years ago hadn't been paid 
up. Now you want to borrow again, how is that even 
possible?” 

Mbok Ralem sgueezed her fingers. The swelling in her 
neck throbbed painfully. Her lips trembled, she wanted 
to say something, but no sound came out of her mouth. 
She couldn't stop the tears from flowing down her cheeks. 
Speechless, the woman stood up. She thought of her two 
children at home, whom she told to keep an eye on the 
sweet potatoes boiling in the saucepan. Before she set off 
to leave, Mbok Ralem stared sadly at Pambudi. The young 
man's heart broke, as if a huge stone had just crushed it. 
Pambudi could not forget the look in her eyes, the look 
of a Tanggir woman. It was a helpless look, the look of 
total pain which would break anyone's heart. 

"Just a minute, Sir. So you won't give this woman a 
chance to go see a doctor in Yogya?” Pambudi asked, 


getting up from his chair. 
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”Why are you asking this? You have worked at the 
barn long enough, haven't you? Surely you know exactly 
the rules for every debtor. Mbok Ralem here doesn't work 
in any fields. She hasn't even paid off her previous debt. 
But alright, give her a credit for twenty kilos. Pm taking 
a huge risk here, but so be it.” 

"The amount won't even cover the expenses of the 
treatment she needs, Sir. But I have an idea.” 

"Just say it!” 

”I think Mbok Ralem deserves a special dispensation. 
She is ill. So she is entitled to borrow more to pay for 
her treatment. What is the point of giving her credit if 
she can't get any treatment for her illness?” 

”About her illness, she and her family can take care 
or it. She can ask for a loan from the Village Social 
Service. But as the head of it, Il can assure you, we have 
no money in the treasury.” 

"Yes, Sir, but if I may just remind you of an article 
in the barn rules: A third of the cooperative barn's profit 
is available for emergencies such as flood, fire, and so on. 
What if we give Mbok Ralem some of the money from 
the emergency fund? I know, the cash is available and it 
must be enough to cover her treatment.” 

”Listen. Mbok Ralem is ill. It is neither the case of 
flood, nor fire. I will not give her the credit in the amount 
that she needs. What's more, the money yow're talking 
about must be given freely. It is not possible. I already 


have a big plan that will reguire the emergency fund.” 
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”What plan, Sir?” 

”Oh, you don't need to know! I mean, when the time 
comes, YVll let you know.” 

”This time I demand to know because I must consider 
its degree of importance, especially in relation to Mbok 
Ralem's urgent needs. Sorry, Sir, to tell you the truth, I 
feel so disappointed. For your inaugural ceremony a few 
months ago, we used one hundred and twenty five 
thousand rupiahs from the emergency fund. But now you 
are reluctant to use just a small portion of the fund to 
help Mbok Ralem. Please tell me truthfully, what other 
plans do you have with the people's money?” 

Pak Dirga guickly lit his cigarette to hide his shock. 
He never thought that Pambudi would dare to guestion 
his plan. It was true that he had ordered Poyo to take 
some money out of the emergency fund to pay for his 
inaugural ceremony a few months ago. Imagine, he 
thought, the Subdistrict Head had asked him to hold a 
puppet theatre performance, inviting along her chosen 
puppetmaster. The fee was exorbitant. Just to buy 
cigarettes for the guests, Pak Dirga had to spend 30,000 
rupiahs. He was about to give up when he suddenly found 
out that he could actually use the emergency fund. But 
this Pambudi, oh, this recalcitrant boy was so different 
from Poyo. What did he want? Pak Dirga felt sure that 
he could tame this inexperienced young boy, so he 
softened his expression. He smiled, friendly but sly. 


”Whoa, wait a minute, Pambudi. Don't speak so loud, 
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what if Mbok Ralem heard that? I have an exclusive plan. 
Only a certain people know it. Perhaps you don't know 
it yet, but the government plans to expand our village 
road. Because of that, about five hundred coconut trees 
must be cut down. The tree owners will get a compensation. 
Pambudi, you are a smart boy. We can get some profit 
from that, you know.” 

”But what does it have to do with our emergency 
fund?” 

The corners of Pak Dirga's lips formed a sly smile. 
He chuckled softly. He was acting like a father who was 
trying to persuade his sulking son. He offered his cigarettes 
to Pambudi, but the boy lit his own cigarette. 

”Listen, young man. First, let me tell you that this is 
the chance for you to make a lot of money. Let's do this 
together. You know, the 2,000 rupiahs that the government 
promised to pay for each coconut tree cut down for this 
project, would take some time to reach us. In the mean 
time, we could use the emergency fund to pay for the 
compensation. However, we will only pay the tree owners 
1,000 rupiah for each tree, not 2,000. So when the govern- 
ment's money finally reaches us, it is all ours. While we 
are waiting for the money, we can start cutting down 
those coconut trees. Imagine, the contractor who is 
building the bridge over the Benda Creek is willing to 
pay 2,500 rupiahs for each coconut log. Why, Pambudi, 
isn't it great? If you want, you can also buy a motorcycle 


like Poyo. Isn't that something?” 
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Pambudi did not know for sure how he should react 
to that. He didn't even notive whether he was smiling 
bitterly or laughing softly. But his ears felt hot and he 
found it hard to breathe. The hair on his back prickled. 
His facial muscles tensed up, making it difficult for him 
to say anything. Pak Dirga looked impatient, waiting for 
his response. 

”So, what do you think, Pambudi?” 

Pambudi was startled. "Oh, sorry, I don't want to be 
involved in that kind of thing.” "Why won't you? You 
will get a huge profit without having to do much. 
Everybody likes this kind of business. Take a look at 
Poyo, he's doing real fine now. Now it's your turn, come 
on!” 

”No, Sir.” 

” Why?” 

”T can't explain why.” 

Pak Dirga exhaled sharply and leaned back against his 
chair. He stared at Pambudi, but the young man kept his 
calm. Deep in his heart, Pambudi felt a great sense of 
relief. He had done what his heart told him to. He refused 
to take part in Pak Dirga's scam. He only felt one thing 
at the moment: Relief. A great relief! 

On the other hand, Pak Dirga felt as if he was just 
slapped in the face. His cheeks turned crimson. He failed 
to tame Pambudi, but he had already let the young man 
know of his secret plan. It was dangerous. But, unwillingly, 


the village chief respected Pambudi's integrity. So he did 
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